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LESSON FOR JUNE 13
A SHEPHERD BOY CHOSEN KING

————
LEABON TEXT-) Sam W11
GOLDEN TEXT=The Bpirit of the Lows
came upon David from thal day feresrd
w1 Sam, W
ADDITIONAL MATEHIAL-PFa
PRIMARY TOPIC=The fiory of & Bhep

bard Bay. -
.:vmnn TOPIC-A Kingly Shepherd
¥
INTEAMEDIATE AND RENIOR TOPIC
=The

Road to Promation
YOUNG PEOFLE AND ADULT TOPIC
=Ths Possibilities af Youth.

I. The Lord Rebuked Bmmusl fer
Excessive Griet (v. 1)

It wam o hitter experience for Bune
uel 1o pr o (ll's Judy upn
Baul. _ The enime of Samuel's grief
was threefold :

I The wreck of a pramising life
Iu sl Wistory, perhaps, & lfe with
grvater promise cennot be found, sud
et it aMords no exmmple of 8 ore
wrelched fallure,

LA personnl luss,  No doubt ap
the spleitum! adyiscr of the King Sans
el found many things o Wim 10 8%
mire,  His removel, therefore, St
wost keenly felt
W Anglety for the pations) welfure
Butiuel kbew guite well that a change
of dynnsty oftentimes meant severe
war and the relgn of anarchy. This
wanld very serlously wesken the ab
ready weak kingdom, His roncern
fur the people's good wan therefore 8
part of his grief. One can readily
Moy why Samuel should mourn, bul as
8 proplet of God he should ovl beve
Indulged o excess. The Lord's ques
ton “How long will thou mourn for
Sanl? haw 1o It 8 rebuke for Samuel,
Grief for others 18 & sncred thing, but
whenevnr It Ik carried so fur as 10 In-
terferse with one's duty 1l becomes
ninful,

1. Samuel Sent to Bethlshem ta
Aneint Saul's Buccessor (vv. 10),

Though Saul feiled, God ls able to
provide a suecessur who s better
than he, Hamuel v directed to gu te
Helblehem and from among (he sons
of Jesse choose s successor, Samuel
agnin showed his weakness 1 expross
fug bis fear lent Saol should kill him
If God sends & wan on an errand
what matters It though a thousand
Saul's be walting to kil him? Evea
though It weans desth, If God senda,
who dare rofuse or offer excuse? Uod
Instruvied bim te avold publicily by
the coucenliwnt of bhis real
Some may question the diplomacy of
Samwuel, but we must remewber Lhat
no one In under obligation to tell all
thut be koows, especlally (o parties
who have no moral right to know,
To withhold truth which s becessary
morally to tell in duplicity which dare
not be practiced. God sllowed Bam-
uel to hilde his true errand under the
cloak of & sacrifice In order to sheller
his weakness, The whole matter was
wirendy declded; the moral scts wers
wireadly comwitied; the lasues were
airenly faced, The exposurs of Bam-
uel to the murderous hatred of Seml
would bave only made mutters worsa

1. The Method of God's Choles
vy, B12).

The eiders of Bothlchem were some
what alarmed when Semosl  came.
e, In the exercise of his judgesblp,
went from place o place, and ot
times he doubitless had (0 deal In
severity with the people. He culmed
thelr fears by assuring them that be
come peaceably, even to worship God
While thg preparation for the sacrifice
was belng made, Ssmuel seems W
have had the loterview with Jessy
and his sons.  When the cidest of
Josse's sous pansed before him be de
cied that thin stalwart goung mas
must be God's cholee. bhut Qod
b that man looketh on the
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DOUBLE LIFE

By ALVAH J, GARTH

(Cappright. 1000, Wasisin Nawspapar Unbohi

Vor good or bad the world was all
Sefore him—no mun ever more solemn
Iy renlized that & purting unid a start-
Ing wna at his cholce. He stood Jum
outside an  fwbated dilapidated  hot
and fuevd the dawning day. Tis ro
wente glow, the waking birds and
genily sighing broeze wrought Infle
ences of thought and declslon elear
comprehenslve and ablding,

His past had been bLlighting and
the reesent wncerinin,  Only o the
futhomioss future could he ook as
to n new hirth. He wan nobody—
worse than that, & dischargsd conviet
His real tnme wis & menace, He
aast lose [t snd begin anew, go back
rechlesdly wimong the old avenuss of
erime, or divest himsell of every ves
tige of e nntural personnlity  and
Ausime A new Wentity

The speclotin farces of evil beckon:
o Bl G the cotppmtionahlp that had
semt Bl (o Nse yewirs I the penlten:
ey, wid b e e bils detn

Lowiking bk two weeks, he saw
Mlinwelf fread from prison with time
wllawed for goes) hehavior,  Looking
back 8 weel, e anw Wimself sntecing
this sume  descried  hut, seeking »
night's shelter, 1o Bl within, lyine
on a hed of steaw, o well favored
young winn aboul his own age,  This
Intier tossed pestlessly in fever and
delirtum, and feom hls ravings John
Blake guiliored that he was o person
wdidleted 1o deink nnd deugs, had fall.
en by the wayslde and hls weakened

vitality was fast ooeing away, A hn
tane  mnd new luigeidae b heen
bt Into Jobin Bake (he lnst fwn

veurs of his impeisonment theough the
friendly minlsirutions of the peniien-
tinry chaplain,  For three days and
nights he neted as nurse and provider
ot of the Hetle atore be hnd sorns)
I prisan through avertimes, sscuring
food mid medicine feom the vilinge
nenrhy The morning of the fourth
dny the Invalll hind disd,  His pillow
LT foan ald vallse, ot 1t coninin
od anly w few netieles of clithing and
lettors, and from these Wake gleaned
thut Wis oame was Arthur Gride, and
that NWin fortmer home was In Canada.

e of the lettvrs was evidently
from the uncle of Gride and (0l
e whiole Nistory of thint bighted e,
It ormn: “You have forfelted the es
teein of every  feiend  and  relntive
through  your evil. dssipated ways,
They and | hnve disowned you, 1 of
fer you one lust chanee, 1 inclose
you i letter to an old Preiend. 1 have
written him telllng him of your fealls
thes nndd past, He will give you work,
If you minke n man of yourself, he will
e wtanch helper. If not, he will
apesdily  send  you ahout your busl-
news "™

The other lotter was directed 1o
“Adam Alurshall” ot a little cliy In
nowestern stute, and It slinply Intre
doced “Avthur Gride, whom | hoave
Wirendy wreltten you abont,™

When the peor wiiniderer was deaid
Wake went 1o the villigs wivt told
of Bl fding the wnn wnd of Wia car-
Ing for Wim. They buried ilm decents
Iy In the Hntle countey coutery, nnd
now, nftor passing o last lonsly night
wt the hiat, Jubin lake stood gt the
puriing of the wiys

Two mwmths  Inter, assiining  the
e of the dewd wan. Binke was In
stublod ul bawsville as nn ployee of
Addnin Marshodl in the genkn wil fosd
husiness.  The tntter wis olil and n
Artn, bt be gave (e pretetided neplew
of his friead ssvery chanes (o mike
el Within w year the new Wlake
had eompletely won (e confidenice of
hin patrn,  When ihe Intter dlisd his
family Inter eugnged him as mannger
of the business,  Trusted wnd heloved
hy sveryhody, a man among wen, the
new Arthur Gride beenme n eltizen of
lpartunce,

It was ahaul this thne that & yonng
woman cntie (o Reesville and afier
making many Inguiries about Arthur
Gride  settled” down  Into  seclusion.
e duy when Blake loft the oty on
traln she covertly followed him, It
wis the anniversary of the death of
the real Arthur (irlde, and the man
who bad assumed his Identity went
to the litle setilement where he waa
buried. He pluced a wreath upon his
grave and sat lost in reverent thought.
He looked up, puzzled and startied, ns
n shadow crossed the spol. The mys
terlous womnn stond beslde him, He
recalled having seen her once or twice
in Taeaville. Her accusing fuce and
manner made n renlly comely fuce ap
pear dark snd farbldding,

*“1 have followoed you day after day,*
she spoke, “to find the mun you pre-
tend to be. T am the sister of Arthur
Gride. You are not he. Where In
he?”

“There,” spoke Jolin Bipke, pointing
to the grave. “ills slster? Then you
shull know wll. 1 come here becaune
of him, | have redesmed myself and
have honored his bame.”

Luells Gride sonk to the ground, the
tears falling fast, all vave tendamess
leaving her face na she listened to
the story of the redeemed pan, . Then
whe told of how, ofter the death of
her father nod mother. the hard-heart
ed uncle hed consented to lell bher
that her loat brother bad become a
man of importance at Leswellle,
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BROUGHT !
TO BOOK

By ALDEN CHAPMAN

+
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Blilpey Bidir  had  entered  the

gloomy, old fashi d ely hon

heariug the wbawe on Ite door plate
“Alton Morse” with ap ardent hears
and high hopes. He sat now In it
library confronied by s owner, whos-
wrim, forbidding face chilled him
whoss disclosures were disconcvrting

Two months previous while vialting
hin sister at & seminary, he had met
Luecla Sterling.  The acquaintanceship
had Wowsomed into il friendly in
terest and, on bis part at least, tnte
genuine lave.  Bhe had teld hilin that
she lived with Mr. Morse, that le
parents woere hoth dead and that the
nrtorney, beeause her father hipd heen
A former client, hind practically wdopt
ed her,  Luela hnd consented 1o his
calllng on hor when she lefl wchool
and she Lind 10ld Me. Morse of the ex
pecied vinltor,

Binlr tind teeen nsliorsd Into the N
beary of the hotse when he sent In
his cund, nold wisistor faeed, s occn
pant had received him colilly

“1 know who son wre, nwhd of your
Pamally.” walid Mre, Morse, “F plan fanes
1 know the obdort of sone eall, 11 oI
Mins Srerling ™

“Yea" repllvd Walr
well.”

“She is tar feom that™ roplied the
tawyer gravely.  “Da not e aluroed,

“1 hopwe she |s

wie, It s menial. ruther thinn pligsionl
nilment. Miss Storling hns  rocwivd
some disclosnres relutive 1o her pust
or rather that of heor parents, 1hat
have been considorable of w shivk
Bhe knvws of your intentlon o enll
and hus muthorizsl me e see yoo in
her stend.”

“1 do non nnederstannd,” begnn Binir
lu & perplonad wuy,

"I can say  unly  thnt, eons'dering
your ligh sovtul stupding nid s
trlous Family wooee, It I8 better that
your ao tete with Miss Steching
should terminate ntterly.”

Yo Insinnonte some mystery which,
no matter whnt It may Involve, sould
not In any wny afMeet the regand 1
feel for Miss Hierling” spoke Itnir
stanchiy “MrE Morse, 1 st insisd
o hving o devislon from her lips
nlone.

Alton Morse grose with a pesculiar
expression on his face, 1 will cpuvey
SOUr messa e tamy warh” e said
lelly, “or miber my  dead  feieml's
doughter,” and teft the rmam, Ne re
turmed shortly lwnring n folilsd serap
Wl peer

“Mise Sierling declines to see you”
he peparted, “Thin s her only snid
fnal word, amd Binte bowsd hils head
in despair as he read: “Mr. Morse
mnst apenk for me. 1 thank you for
all your courtesy nnd regard, hot we
st Bever esl ngnin®

Without snether word Biair left the
hinuse.  Dwsk hod come down, but as
e wlowly possed the garden space he
glioeed back,  One upper window st
ihe slde of 1the house showed w Hight

Bialr procesded on his way, but so
mystified by  the strange  incldent
that nfter he hind turned the next cor
ner he reversed and confronted the
slranger.

He wan & man over Ay, begrded
anl bropeed, sind wore & great blpzing
Himwond in his tle and another of un.
usuml wlege on one fBoger, Two men
crumsed dhe steeel, evidenily siteaeted
by these wigns of opalence, When
within 1weniy feet of the carner they
winldeniy sprung upon him.

Bielr hastencd to the pescnn, He
drove one of the men ro<tinte with
n vigorous blow, The v.hes hud a p's
tol  mlmed  wt the stringer.  Ba'e
strnel up bis hand, b hiosddf felr
n singing contact In one arm, As
the men dispersed the viethn selaml
Blalr by the hand with the words:

“You have saved wy 1ife,  yonng
man, Why ! whnt bs th's Bl Yom
nre wonnided I

“uly = slight  sernteh”  declared
Binir negligently, but the other halled
W oeah, wollditously  attended hin res
cuer, and, arriving at his hotel at once
semt Tor n surgeon.

The latter dreased a alight fesh
wound, and the straager secured n
roond for Blair connectiog wilh s
own. When Blair awoke ln the mom
Ing he notleed his host with startied
eyes gmeing at some articles he had
placed on b stand.

“What s this—where did you get
Y he Inquired. holding up u photo-
graph of Lucin Sterling.

A strange emotlon was manifest In
the mun's fuce us Blale's story came
out. Hin face hardened us he mutter
ol the nume of Alton Morse, *“Come
with me.” be spoke, “If you feel able,
There Is something you have an In-
teresi In"

Au hour later they faced Alton
Marse, pale, cringing, In terror. With-
In the hour Blalr kuew that the stran-
gor of the garden was Robert Sterling.
the father of Lucls,

It seemod that three years before

A CHANGE
OF HEART

By CAROLINE LOCKHART

(Cupyright )

“I bates Kids; T desplaes kide" said
Daid Walker quernlonsiy, as he rublied
8 clean place on the window pate and
looked At the household goods  of
Doody, e squawman, going bne 1h
Ing shack ncross the street,  “There's
elght of them Doody  young uns, IF 1
got the right eonnt on them,  They
mill round so fast It°s ke countin

-

“Bote folka I fll-smme plgeons,™ o
merved Bacon BUnd Dick, win wes miy
Ing haking powder hleewit In the dish
pan.
“Kr Relginn hares or French Cana:
dinna, er fleldamlow, er="

“He's ontne ip off the peservation
to put hin kids in school, | reckon™

“He furnlshes the schonl aml we
Purnish the teacher. Personally my.
aelf,” declarsd T, sourly 1 dan't
alm to sducate elght Doodys after thin
year. U've pald school taxes and
packod schoolmarms back pnd  forth
from the rallroad as loug as T'm go

e

“HLUN, them Doodys ooght (o be
enmpany for us this winter, with
everyhody movin' out of the camp.”™

“Compnny ! 1 won't have nothin® to
do with 'em. 1 hates half-hrosids worse
por pleen, and [ don’t wint them kids
to git In the habit of rannin® ever
here, They're llable to plek up sone
thing."

“That's wo,” Racon-Riad roplied deys
Iv. “They might stenl the siove, or
the bunk, or that thirty-pound bear
trap”

“Makes po AT runce; and IF they
atart vlsltin’ Liers, T tell "em whers to
ket off mr"

Ry dAwelling npon the Domlys and
the mnnner In which they wonld overs
ran b duelng the wintee, Tad bhe
catme 0 kind of monemanine upan the
subifect, and ench morning wien he

tooked  throngh the window-pane he
dAemanded with the same mulnrltyl
with which some people comment uwpon
the weniher: i

“Whatever kin n man think of his |
welf to marey & blanket squaw?” |

To hils sarprise, e was pot molested
by the Dowlys,

When the days grew short and the
towering mountanlns  surrsinding lhv!
abandoned eoppeceamp of Bwift Wa.
ter made them even shorter, the long
evenings seemed Interminable.  Bacon. |
Rind thonght wistfully of the Doody
family, whose shrivks of  exaberant
Innghter frequently penetrated the sl
lence which luy hetween the two parts
nera, long sinew talked ant, |

*Pliose anvws ought to huve hrought |
the sheop down,” be se'd one day,
marding the white mountalne speci.
Intively. “1 Mleeve T get Billy UVpton
and take a hunt, 1 hankers for sheep- |
meat. You won't he lonesome?*

“Lonesore ' Me? Dl snorted, 1
wan seven nionths alome onet, whar'
the timber was #o thick you had to |
1ay on your back te wee the sun™

8o Baean1ind paeked his esmp onte
Nt on n eayuse and started with Billy
Upton for the hills,

Bavan-Rtind  wase a  pinhend ~Dad
never had thought of him as anything
else; yot he missed his partner un-
commonly, HMe bad to adinit that,

Late one afterncon he washed a
place on the window, lower down,
where he conld st sod look at the
“Injun outft” across the way. Hoe was
lonely ; he hiad 1o admit that, too, and
it looked kind of soclable 1o see the
binck heuds bobbing belind the win.
dowm of e o Luise oppostte.

Dad odedd Lis Coots with hear greass
nad darmed Nile socks; then, when he
contd think of nothing wlse to do which
wonild enable him to kill time, he took
hls px ont to the grindstone, although
It wus wlivnily w0 sharp he could al-
most cut hole whih It

“If Bavo-Rind aln't back pretty
soan,” he =ald peevishly, “I'I git worse
nor the wild man | knowed In Wiscon-
slp, who llvedd Ina holler tree nnd ot &
desr at a alttin’”

1L

“Qew, but you're n nawful blg man 1™

Startled, Dud dropped the can and
tarned to look at the owner of the
shrill hut friendly volee,

Recovering from the slight embar-
rassment caused by the steady gane of
& palr of binck eyes, he replied: “And
T'm the runt of the family, Father was
twenty-two Inches hotween the eyes,
and they fed him with » shovel, What
might your name hel”

“Maudie Doody, 1 got & nawful splin.
ter in my foot, an' ma's washin' and
won't take It out, so I runned away,"
Mins Doody stood like & chicken on &
cold day, holdiug up a bare foot which
she had thrust into an old moccasin,
*1 brung a pin for you to get It out
with,” she nilded.

Do you wunt to p'leen yourself,
usin' plea?* demanded Dad sternly.

“Gee, you got awful hlue ayes " ob-
served Miss Doody, quite unmoved.

Bhe followed Dad Into the howuse,
and, pulllag up & chale, thrust her bare
foot into his lap. She was so entranced
and fascinated by Dad's ‘anconsclows
grimaces an he prilad at the splinter
:rb that she forgot the pain

sall flatteringly. when he had

90'¢ hurt hait as swich as ma.
ltke to bort.me, suther, do
;o B

A Sy Y
W 57" S TR 1 A

“Some Injune” Dud replied evaalve
Ip—*good Injunas”

“I'm good. 1| never talk Injun talk
My brother, he's hud, 1 got my sleavy
tors) out Aghtin' him, ‘cause he was

bad sod talked Injun talk. Can you
alng "

“Like & markin“bird," Dad sahl
rimly.

“What ean you sing? Inquired Miss
Dondy pointediy.

“Well, 1 ean slng "Whar' the Silver
Colormdy Wends« Ita Way' an' 1 én
sing "Bury Mas Not on the Lone Prafres,
on' 1 ean sing "Away (o the Haraloo
boo-boo' an' I can sing—"

*Sing ‘Barshos boo-boo,'

Dad hesitated,

“It aln’t haredly & soug.” he admitted
“It's more like wonds set 1o & holee.”

“Sing ‘Baraboo " relterated  Mise
Domly,

Dad clenred hin throat and pltehed
Wi volee in & Key which both amnzed
and delighted hia vialtor,

CAWaY to e Parnboodsos oo I sng
Dad tnetfly. “To the Barabon, away,
away ' Away to the Barsbooboo-boo |
To the Ruciluss, away, awny 1

Aot gny  d'ainteresiod  lstener
World have agresd that D had Qe
seribey! his s rather wall, 1t soumd-
ol (ke W Bty coyote howling In »
bl of willow «

“Ming I opauin, and trot me” com-
mnnided M oss Ihasly slidding Crom her
ehle to elimdy tnte Dad's np,

Hhe entoe e neXt iy nfter selion)
Boties, sl Ll peat day, sl the dny
after thint, planys Gorsting fnto the
roon 0 0 poatiner wWhich  suggesisl
Mighi ; omed e b piimee thie metine dinlogue
tuok pluce Botwesy the,

LT [T BT

AW <yl don't wiat to hear “Barm-
B, ™

“Purabims,  Muke @ lap. The bute
Tons ap Yoarr dont et my var, Thee !

SAWAY o Ui Tri Do D e Dosy 1™

“Trot me™

“To the Bargluso, awny, away ! Away
o Uhie P e b 5

It waw n ravishing song !

1.

*When the snow Inys deep ke thin,
and it comes off eold aml =ota in to
blow, 1 feel Nk bitn® mys 407 he mut- |
teredd trritalidy,

Ttowas lonely ! Bven as Dad groaned,
the door of the squawimi's  hoise
opened. nnd Maudie Doy, Iooking
over hor shoulder like some wild erva-
re, to s If she  wos  pbeervedd, |
atepped Into the streer,

Pl hiennrt Bemped Joyonsls, bt sank
nEatn on st tarnesd wwl begun Bonn-
tering thrvogh the stuow  toward the '
poile Lariilae,

You, she wns wold ng through the
drifes 1o the paske Dirdodige !

shie nlwnvs stopgest thers ot her
wauy b wehioal te sew if that blg, blnck
trout was stil Ixtng motlonless n the
ool bl

Bhe rencliod the hridge and stoml an
the sdge. peering nto the water,

Dol penehisd for Bls shoepakin cont,
In the second that he took his exes
from the swaving Hitle Hgure on the
bridge, It Mg it His innrtlens |
tnte ey wos HKe o hellow ns bie tore
open the door and roversd the Inter

wening deifts In lenps and honnds,

Whien Dhsudy, the  spunwomn,  anil
Harrison, from (he  othier  side, hadd |
renched the hridge. the ley wnters nfl
the pool mlrendy bnd clossd aver Dad's |
head. The sldening etroles tald where |
he had sunk, and the tense seconds |
were milnitelong before he pose,  His |
face wis Hvid with the tervible cold—n
ol which numbisd ke o paralythe
whock,

“She's ketched to something I he
gnaped.

Sorme ont M yelled Harcison,

For reply, D sank once more ; ol
when he rose again n calleo skirt was
gripped In Lis stifensd dngers.  With
the last despernte stroke of which he
was capable, he dragged Maudie Daody
to the water's adge,  The north wind
frome his clothen into an lcy sheath as,
half unconscious, he staggersd with the
child In his wrts 1o his own eciahin,

“It's no use” salil Hareison, and he
looked at Maudie Doody lylng baneuth
the torn red guilt on Dad’s bunk. “She
was under toodong.”

“Bhe's dead!” The squaw orled &
little In the corner of her shawl and
want home,

Doody and the seven little Doodys
followed her, sn!Ming,

It was hours later that Bacon-Rind
approached the cabin, & hind-quarter
of sheep-meat npon his back, & beam:
Ing smile of anticipation upon bis face,
Some sound from within caused him to
Hoten.

“Away to the Bamboo-hoohoo! Te
the Bammhoo-—awny —away !

Bacon-Riond grinned and scraped hin
fest an the step,

“He's got lonesome and desp'rit,” he
thought, “Dad's drunk.”

“HI, old man ! he yelled,

The door few open ; and Dad, with a
stick of stovewood In one hand and an
expresslon upon his face not unlike
that of a shebear with cubs, towered
above him, shouting threateningly an
he polnted to the bunk:

t you comin' In like n cow-old
for? Can't you see she's asleep?”

Banke's Fascination a Myth,

Thosp who have had much expert-
esce with snakes and have had It
bhusiness to observe carefully
thelr habits and ways, both tn thelr
natural condition in the wild state and
In captivity, state that in no lostance
have they known a snnke tn fascinate
an animal In the maooer In which it

i
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“GLADDIE”

By JEANIE L. DARLING.

i 1930, by MoClurs Newspaper @rndiosts. )

par-Oom
Hillerost Pave not
gMien  the eccentricities of Peter

Tromp. When he bullt his houss, the
hest gitnated In the village, 1t had tws
fronts.  One, with & big plasna, faced
the street; hers Katle, his wife, sat
and sewed or vislted. The othoer fac-
&1 the mendows behlod the hill town;
here, sllent and moody, Peter used to
st and guee at the faraway blas oul.
llnes of besutifal exstern moantaine

They ‘were not as friendly as hus
band and wife should be—Paler and
Katle werea't. There wera no chil.
dren te bind thelr hearts together;
then, too, Kutle loved her oslghbors
and Peter did not,  Fis wonld not
even g0 1o the litle meeiing houss on
Sabhath daym, and Katle's heart wan
bitter alwoil this. The minister ones
expaostninted, bat Peter  led him
thromh his house and onto the back,
of miher the froot porch.

Thnp there's my eourch, and good
enough for e he answered, polnt-
Ing toward the mountatng, which lay
serene s estlo, understanding, o the
purpleresd eolors of sunset, and no
mare wonld he say.

Two duss after Kmma Rimonds diad,
Katle went nte Peter's garden and
fonnd Eovnin's fone-year-old daughter
there pluying “mudples” with Pater,
They seeined the best of chuma,

At sight of Kntie Peter drew tha
bare-fontel, roguish-eyed child down
beside him. His grear, gaunt body
tremhled with tenderness.

“I shiall keep her, he sald deflantly.

Katle Jooked at Gladdie's Lrrospon-
sible face and shaddered

“The Tlea ™ she onjectad, "You're
erney. Perer. Her aunt Elln'll have to
take heeo 10 mdghty elsky takin' oth-
or Colkwes’ young uns to bring vp. Be-
wldes, 1 din't hnve no time 1o look af-
ter a chilbl, noywar, Al what would
the netghhors think ¥

Potor's syen Wlamel,

“Hillerest nin't my Todge” he an-
wwered shortly

Poter's  wife  wmited  sardonieally,
“Well, s'loiig s slie gon't bother me,
she omn s ax." aml soe went back nto

Dt hense,

Poter o Gllille st on, hand In
hwened, o e wiwges,

“Ialely,”  she salil Josously, and
straked hils fuew, He gathersd hee In-
to his wrins Wl s cudidled  up

wndnst hils be st non stept. The san
went down and the mounteing took
on vegne, hounting  outlines 0 the
dnrkening distonee ;. peace  loy  over
the valley workl und 1'erer's eyes hun-
grily took 1o the signt untll his soul
was sutisbisd, il e too, slept, his
head agninst the porch rmlling. They
were st there when Kalle, returning
from an evenlng enll, came oul and
found then,

e s Is the way you'rs goln' te
take care of her, Is It, Peter?" she
flared,  “She's probmbly g bar doath
Ol yes, Kate knew bow har
words were hurting the man she had
mnrried,  “She'll go to her Aunt Klin's
tolnorrow, Just ns siure a8 the sun
eomes upt

Bhe took (he  sleeping
bumdlsd her into the house,  Peter fol-
towwd, crewtfnllen, consclence struek,
Not for worlds would he have harmed
thie ehill he wan learning to love pas-
Womntely,  In tlme he got back some
of his dignity,

“You et e huve her” he com-
manied firmily. 1 wanl o look after
her myself, and P'm goin' to keep her,
ton” he ndded not so firnly,

“THI wornin'," Katie agreed, grimly,
and went out to sit alone on her porch,
Gladdle was wide awske now and
her happy lnughter eame out to Katle,
Romebow [t drave the anger out of her
heart and Alled It with & strange des-
olate fesling.

“What's that, Daddy?" Qladdie was
avking.  Gladdie's upbringing had
heen wosfully deficient in some lines.
“Arl“lllhllo-m? Is it Gladdie's, dad-

dy

“It's Gladdle's tonight,” she heard
Peter suy, gently. “We'll get Giaddie
one of her own tomorrow.”

“Who has It when Gladdle aln't
here” the chid persisted.

“Katle,” grufity,

“Who's Katle, Dagay?

"She's—she's,” Katle knew her hus-
band was groping for worda, “she's
your mew mmmma.”

Katie rose angrily, To put such no-
tiyne into the child's head!

“Peter,” she called, “you harness
Ned and take that young un to her
aunt Ella's right off. Hhe sin't goln’
to stay here another minute. D'you
hear me, Peter?

Peter came out to the porch,

“I aln't goin' to take her back,
Katle,” he breathed hearily,

"l wants 1o kiss mamma good-night.
t00," a plaintive volce sald and a lit-

child  and
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